



.The Tr age die of 

*Bui. My keartwillfigk when I mifcall itfo, 

Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage, 

(jaunt. The fullen patfage of thy wearie ftep* 
Eftceme a foyle wherein thou art to fet. 

The precious Icw^U of thy homereturne. 

Bui. Nay rather que?y tedious ftride I make, 

Will but remember me-what deale of world 
I wander from the lewels that I loue. 

Mull I not feme alongapprentifhood 
T o forren paifages,and in the end, 

Hauing my frecdome,boafi of nothing el'le, 

But that 1 was a lourney-man to griefef " . 

Gaunt. All places that the eie of heauen vifites. 

Are to a wife man ports and happy kauens. 

Teach thyneceffitie to reafon thus. 

There is no vertue likenecefiitie : 

Thinke not the King did banilli thee 
But thou the King, who doth the heauier fit. 

Where it percciues it is but faintly borne i 
Go, fay I lent thee foorth to purchafe honour,. 

And not the King exilde thee j or fuppofe 
Deuouring peftilence hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a frelher clime : 

Looke whatthy foule holds deare, imagine it 
Tolythatway thougoeft, not whence thou comcfft 
Suppofc the finging birdsMufitions, 

The gralfe whereon thou treadfl, the prefence flrawdc. 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy fteps,nomore 
Then a delightful! rneafure,or a daunce, 

For gnariingforrowhathletfe power to bite 
The man that mockcs at it and fets it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold aficr in his hand, 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafus ? 

Or cloy the hu ngry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft ! 

Or wallow naked in December fnow, 
Bythinkingonfantaftickfummersheat 
OJi ho, the apprehenCmn <?f the good 
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Richard the Second. 

Giuebut the greater feeling to the \vorfe : ■ • 

S, forrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
T hen when it bites, but lancheth not the foare. . . - 
Gaunt. Come come my fonne, He bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth and caufe, I would nor flay. • - 

BhU Then Englands ground farewell, fweetfoileadiew, ^ 
My Mother and my Nurfe that beares me yet. 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this lean. 

Though banilhtyet a true borne Engliihman. Exeunt^ 


Enter the King with Bujhie , &c. at tnedore, andthe 
Lord Aumeyle at the other. 

Xing. Wee did obferue, Coofin Humerle , 

How farre brought you high Hcrford onhis way i 
Aum. I brought high Hcrford, if you call him fo. 

But to the next high way,and there Ilcfthimi - 

King. A nd lay, what ftpreofpartingteareswcreftied. ? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeaftwinde, 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 

Did grace ourhollow parting with a teare. a. a ■ 

Xing. What faid your Coofin when you parted with him 
An. Fare w ell, Sc for my heart difdained that my tongue 
fhould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 
Tocounterfaiteopprefsionof fuchgriefe, n. 

That words feemd buried, in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthned houres, 
And added yeercs to his Ihort banilhment, 

He fliould haue had a volume of farewels ; 

But fince it would not, he had noneof me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, buttis doubt, 

When time Hull call him home from banilhment. 

Whether our kinfman come to feehis friends, - 

Our felfe and Bulhic, 

Obferued his courtfliip to the common people. 

How he didfeeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie, 

With reuerence he did throw away on fiaues, ’ ' • 
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